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had arrived the night before for a two days' visit to
the Crimean republic. I asked the woman what made
her think that she would be permitted to see the presi-
dent of the Soviet Union and what she wished to see
him about.
"It is about my husband I want to see him," she
spoke tearfully, "and Comrade Kalinin never refuses
to see the wife of a political prisoner.7'
I ordered the driver of the car to wait, led the
woman to a bench beside one of the houses and asked
her to tell me her story, which she did.
Her husband before coming to the land, some seven
or eight years earlier, had been a tanner by trade. He
made a meager living on the land at best. But in the
last two years, with collectivization and bad crops,
their income from the land had dwindled so that it
was not sufficient to support them. Her husband there-
upon decided to supplement his earnings by resuming
his former trade in his spare time. He was tanning
sheep skins for the peasants of the district to supple-
ment his income.
One day two inspectors came from the capital. Her
husband showed them his books and bills to prove the
exact amount of work he had done and his exact earn-
ings. He asked to be given a license and offered to pay
whatever taxes the government would see fit to assess
him. The inspectors unable to determine just what
category this transaction would come under instructed
her husband to go on with his work, that they would